iuch a dull subject. What did her sister take her for? The
weather was magnificent. She and the Mosebachs had gone
tobogganing on the only hill that Pomerania boasted. It
was fun, but overcrowded, for the rest of Pomerania had
gone there, too. Helen loved the country, and her letter
glowed with physical exercise and poetry. She spoke of the
scenery, 'quiet, yet august; of the snow-clad fields, with
their scampering herds of deer; of the river and its quaint
entrance into the Baltic Sea; of the Oderberge, only three
hundred feet high, from which one slid all too quickly back
into the Pomeranian plains, and yet these Oderberge were
real mountains, with pine forests, streams, and views com-
plete. c It isn't size that counts so much as the way things
are arranged.' In another paragraph she referred to Mrs
Wilcox sympathetically, but the news had not bitten into
her. She had not realized the accessories of death, which
are in a sense more memorable than death itself. The
atmosphere of precautions and recriminations, and in the
midst a human body growing more vivid because it was in
pain; the end of that body in Hilton, churchyard; the
survival of something that suggested hope, vivid in its turn
against life's workaday cheerfulness; - all these were lost to
Helen, who only felt that a pleasant lady could now be
pleasant no longer. She returned to Wickham Place full
of her own affairs - she had had another proposal - and
Margaret, after a moment's hesitation, was content that
this should be so.
The proposal had not been a serious matter. It was the
work of Friulein Mosebach, who had conceived the large
and patriotic notion of winning back her cousins to the
Fatherland by matrimony. England had played Paul
Wilcox, and lost; Germany played Herr Forstmeister some-
one - Helen could not remember his name. Herr Forst-
meister lived in a wood, and, standing on the summit of
the Oderberge, he had pointed out his house to Helen, or
rather, had pointed out the wedge of pines in which it lay.
She had exclaimed, 'Oh, how lovely! That's the place for
me! * and in the evening Frieda appeared in her bedroom.
*I have a message, dear Helen/ etc., and so she had, but
99